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Artistic License 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by Megadeth\'s \'redesign our mascot\" contest on DeviantArt. Nobody asked Vic Rattlehead how he 
felt about it.. 


Every time someone walks through a city, they pass by a thousand places they don't know for every one that 
they do. 


Think how many shops are in your home city that you have never bought anything from. How many bars you 
haven't drunk in. How many houses you've never seen the inside of. Think about all those dark alleys and 
narrow staircases and rusting, locked steel doors that lead somewhere you've never even tried to investigate. 
If you ever thought about it, you probably assumed that someone knows what those places are and why they 
are there, and so no more need be said. But, even with all the millions of people living in any great city, there 


are still a few places where none of them go. 


Well.. not the ones that most ordinary citizens would call people, anyway. 


One of those places is in a certain alley somewhere round the back of Soho, at the bottom of a worn, steep 
flight of stairs that drops below ground level into a railed area with a door and a tiny window in its wall. There 
is a gate across the top of the stairs and a dim blue light above the door, and a very old sign advertising 
Black Death vodka. All these things are unobtrusive enough that no passer-by ever feels drawn to enter that 
particular bar, given the alternative of the hot red lights and neons and the night-time warmth of the Soho 


clubs only just around the corner. This is a venue that caters to a clientele who are, to say the least, select. 


However, if you were somehow to meet the obscure and arcane entry criteria, what you would find would be 
this. On ducking through the door - ducking advisedly, as the lintel is a bare five feet above the step - a 
would-be punter enters a small, shadowy room that was clearly once the cellar of a much older building. The 
low ceiling is vaulted stone, the floor is pitted flagstone drifted with sawdust. The tables and the timber 
benches around them are set back into the many niches that would formerly have been storage alcoves; one 
such alcove is instead occupied by a wood fire that always seems to be on the verge of burning out. The bar 
itself is along the far wall, a high counter with a half-dozen stools set along it and a row of dimly-glowing 
optics behind. The bartender is.. present. His features, however, are disguised by the cowl of the black robe 
that is his choice of work garment, and when he reaches for the glasses or the pumps, somehow you never 


quite catch a glimpse of his hands under the long sleeves. 


And on one particular rainy January night, a tall, slender figure in a black leather jacket and blue jeans sits 
back in a corner, his face hidden in the shadows of his pale hair, his long fingers toying with a near-brimful 
whiskey tumbler. He appears to be waiting for someone, and sure enough, a broad-shouldered shape in a torn 
and threadbare business suit ambles across to his table and takes the other bench. Light gleams off the 
newcomer's bald pate, and he thumps a bottle of American beer down on the table with enough force to make 


the glass sing with resonance. 


The first drinker looks up, showing withered, long-dead features that crook themselves in a rigor-mortis smile. 


His eyes gleam too bright in their hollow sockets, blue as lightning. "All right, Vic?" 


The newcomer cants his head to one side, and says nothing - as well he might, since his fleshless mouth is 
forever closed by iron staples driven deep into the bone. Fortunately, such creatures as these are not 
restricted to the common modes of conversation. his reply is an illusion of sound, a pressure of thought 
against the mind, sepulchrally grotesque and yet still somehow peevish. ~Do / fucking look all right to you, Edde, 
you prick?~ 


A skull's face, metal visor riveted over the eyes, metal caps covering the holes that would be the ears. It's a 
valid question "No, you don't," replies the one named Eddie with a shrug. "But you look less happy about it than 


usual, so..2" 

Vic picks up his beer. There is a straw in it, the end carefully flattened - he slides it into the narrow gap 
between two of his locked teeth, and the level in the bottle appreciably falls. ~Fucking Dave and his bright ideas, 
that's what,~, he growls. 


Eddie snorts, a world's weight of understanding and sympathy and wry amusement in one small sound. "Yeah, 


right. What is it this time?" 
~He says,~ Vic pauses for effect, pointing a bony finger, ~/ need a makeover.~ 


The undead do not usually choke on their drinks, however potent, so a sceptical observer might be forgiven for 
thinking that Eddie's sudden coughing fit is less than genuine. The whiskey tumbler rattles as he sets it down 
with an unsteady hand. "He does?" 


~Apparently Im just not down with the kids any more, or some bullshit lke that.~ The level in the Budweiser 
bottle falls again. ~/ dont know what his fucking problem is, it was good enough in the eighties when | was on 
everyone's fucking tee shirts, wasn't it? | had pro artists doing my stuff! And now-~ Vic stops, steel-weighted 
head drooping, misery abruptly overtaking anger. 


Eddie nods. "You'll be all right, mate," he reassures. "| mean, look at some of the stuff ‘Arry and his bloody 
merry men have done to me over the years, not that half of that wasn't because that wanker Riggs is too 
lazy to draw hair." He hooks one sinewy finger through his untamed mane, toying with the quicksilver strands. 
"But it never takes, you know? There's always too many fans who know what you're supposed to look like, who 


don't like the new look. You... you kind of revert. 


"Pretty fast, usually, though | did get stuck with that bolt in me head for a while." He taps the fading scar on 
his forehead. "Still pissed off about that, | admit" His eyes flicker briefly, dragonfire red. 


~| wish that was all of if!~ Vic's fist hits the table in frustration, with a cracking click of bone. ~Eddie, he's 
holding a fucking contest! Its the fans who get to redesign me! lm going fo get turned into some fucking two- 
dimensional computer graphic in fucking cargo pants or something, | just KNOW it...~ 


"Slow down, Vic! Look, first, you don't know what the fans'll come up with, and there's some good kids in your 
lot. Second, like | say, if Dave turns you into anything naff, you'll turn back fairly quick. Third," and Eddie's 
teeth gleam as he smiles, like tombstones in the moonlight, "if you really can't stand the idea, just do some 
sabotage." 


The gleaming skull tips questioningly. Firelight runs like oil off the polished metal visor. ~Sabotage?~ 
"You've got clout with your fans, same as | have with the Maiden lot. Find one who can draw and get them to 
do you over exactly how you want. Get them to submit that to the contest, nudge Dave a bit, and Bob's your 


uncle." 


Vic is silent for a moment. The only sound is the suction of the straw hoovering the last dregs out of the 
Budweiser. ~/t might work,~ he acknowledges at last, grudgingly. ~A/though - who the fuck's Bob?~ 


"Figure of speech, mate," and Eddie gives up on trying not to laugh. "Could be Robert bloody Plant for all | know. 
That's not the point." 


~Prick,~ Vic mutters again, blank steel somehow conveying an excellent approximation of a dirty look. 

Both the look and the word bounce harmlessly off Eddie's grin Vic growls and gives it up. ~All night, I guess its 
the best idea lve heard But if you're so sharp on this stuff,~ he adds sceptically, how come you keep getting 
these dumbass makeovers?~ 

"Because first, right, it takes me less time to go back to normal than it would to argue with ‘Arry about it in 
the first place, and second, I'd still lose. You think Dave's a bull-headed son of a bitch, you should try doing my 


job." His affectionate smile draws the sting from the words. 


~l reckon you can keep that one,~ \lic admits. He pauses, shifts uncomfortably. If his skinless features 
permitted it, there would be a furrow between his brows. His fingers tap the table. 


Eddie looks at him, head quizzically on one side. "What?" 
~There is one thing Ive always wondered..~ 
"Well, don't sit there fidgeting like a bloody ghost on hallowed ground, mate. Out with it” 


~You know how us band avatar types, we're all fucking monsters and ugly sons of bitches however we get 


drawn.” 
The graveyard grin slides a little higher on one side, baring one long eyetooth. "Yeah.2" 
~How do you - I mean - so what is it youre doing that gets you all the chicks?~ 

Eddie's answering laugh is loud enough that the bottles behind the bar ring in sympathy. 
"That's what this is all about? Okay, what you've got to do is this.” 
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